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kindred talent, Winslow Homer. Both Ward 
and Homer were American products, home- 
trained men, standing apart from the battles of 
the European schools ; self-directed men, pursu- 
ing with placid energy definite, individual, un- 
fashionable ends. Both men cultivated the robust 
and masculine order of design, both quietly ignored 
the current shibboleth that a work of art must 
be precious in every detail; both, I take it, 
would have scorned the cosijietic theory that sur- 
face has a value irrespective of the thing expressed. 
Let me illustrate. The future archaeologist who 
finds a shred of a Whistler canvas or a shard of 
a Rodin terra cotta will know that he has to do 
with a very precious thing. Our future critic 
will have no such feeling when he comes upon a 
fragment of a Winslow Homer marine or of a 
Ward statue. This fact may immediately serve 
to define, and possibly to limit the genius of 
Ward. His sense of aims and of economy was 
so keen, that he rarely gives that surplusage of 
epidermal charm that is expected of the modern 
artist. 

Yet Ward's limitations were self-imposed and 
purposeful. He sought broad, simple, and 
monumental effect. In his work the whole was 
to be much more than the sum of the parts. So, 
while he made many portrait statues, and his first 
success. The Indian Hunter, may be called a 
genre subject, his work always has a certain 



gravity and breadth. A Ward statue is a large 
thing, and looks its size. It never has that air, 
so usual even in the finest modern sculpture of a 
statuette arbitrarily promoted to monumental 
estate. 

In this Ward stands apart from the ruling 
tendencies of his craft from that revival of the 
Renaissance goldsmith style, which was mag- 
nificently exemplified by Fremiet and our own 
St. Gaudens; from that torturing of the surface 
into a shimmering mass which is the specific 
invention of Rodin, and from that barbaric 
simplification, of contour which is the last word 
of the young lions of Paris, Munich, and BerHn. 
From all these innovations and reactions Ward 
kept tranquilly aloof, pursuing a temperamental 
middle course that may fairly be characterized 
as classic. 

How, beginning in a time still dominated by 
the insipidities of Canova, Ward arrived at the 
strength and simplicity of real classicism, remains 
something of a mystery. His best work soon 
assumed something of that massive equipoise and 
schematic simplicity which we see in the giant 
deities of the Olympia pediments. But Ward's 
style was fully formed before Ernst Curtius had 
rescued these masterpieces from the litter of 
centuries. 

In the time allotted to me no complete 
estimate of Ward's accomplishment is possible. 



Indeed we are still too near him to see him in 
critical perspective. Instead let me share with you 
two very keen impressions of his portraiture and 
ideal sculpture, impressions perhaps trivial in 
themselves, but mirroring I feel the quality of 
the artist and the man. 

The first Ward I ever saw and knew for such 
was the bronze Garfield that stands near the 
Capitol. I was a lad of fifteen years and untrav- 
elled. Washington, with its vistas of colonnaded 
buildings, seemed like my abridged classical 
dictionary come true. Into the thrill with which 
I saw the Garfield there doubtless entered much 
of a boy's adoration of the martyr president, yet 
I remember wondering how a man in church- 
going garb could have the dignity of a Roman 
orator. The Washington trip marked I sup- 
pose my first aesthetic awakening. Ward's conquest 
of the difficulties of portraiture in the habit of 
the day my induction into the mystery of style. 

Only a year ago I returned from long 
residence in Italy and, being in arrears of business, 
found myself following that abysmal canyon 
which Nassau Street has come to be. For three 
years I had lived amid the solid, compact, 
restrained architecture of rural Italy. The con- 
trast was appalling. Those gigantic structures 
gave no sense of security. No thickness of 
wall corresponded to their vast scale. I knew 
that their stone and brick veneer actually weighted 



and weakened the hidden scaffolding within. 
Many of you know that acute, almost physical 
discomfort, that nightmarish sense of instability 
and irreality that greets the returned New Yorker. 
Well, it was strong in me as I climbed the last 
rise of Nassau Street, — and then reassurance, 
consolation, reconciliation, — before me was the 
mighty portico of the Stock Exchange and that 
potent family of marble giants that inhabit its 
pediment. Of course I had seen Ward's pedi- 
mental group a hundred times, but it needed 
just such a revulsion from a nightmare of 
instability to make me realize the self-contained 
might of these figures, the fine equilibrium of 
the grouping, the exhibition everywhere of a 
strength that is discipline, of a majesty that is 
also grace. 

Now, gentlemen, I have ventured to put 
before you incidents in themselves trivial, because 
they after all associate Ward's sculpture with that 
fortifying and calming art which we call classic, 
with that art which not content with exacting a 
maximum emotion, leaving the spectator merely 
perturbed and emotionally confused, guides the 
emotion, appeases it, and converts it without 
attenuation into a tense and delightful serenity. 

Such an art presupposes discipline, clearness 
of aim, self-knowledge on the part of its creator. 
It is not my purpose to appraise Ward's singularly 
even and meritorious production. It seems to 



me to have a high and especial value in view of 
prevailing notions that hysteria and the artistic 
temperament are convertible terms. Ward's life 
and purposeful well-balanced work are an effective 
protest against the fallacy that the life artistic 
ranges between overt melodrama and inward 
tragedy. Such a life is exemplary, because it 
suggests that any of us who pursue the intellectual 
life with self-directing discipline, are little brothers 
at least of the artist; such a life and work are 
doubly precious to the artist. They recall the 
older traditions of sane, persistent, intelligent 
endeavor, the grand manner of living the life 
artistic. No, the artist is not an isolated species, 
but merely a normal man enhanced, and more 
generously endowed with intelligent intuition. 
The artist is not exempt from the common duties 
nor yet excluded from the normal rewards. It is 
this fine and sensitive normality that distinguishes 
the life and the art of J. Q. A. "Ward, and associ-_ 
ates him with those remote Olympian sculptors 
of whose serene efficiency he was the legitimate if 
distant heir. 
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EDWARD GARY 



It is a grateful task to which your Committee 
has assigned me — to say a few words about our 
friend, who is gone, as a Centurion. Others, 
honored with more intimate friendship, can speak 
of him with corresponding intimacy of knowledge; 
but it happened to me to know him mainly 
through and at the Club, and nearly all my 
memories of him are associated with the Century. 
They are delightful memories of a strong and 
original man. He had been here twenty years 
when, more than a quarter of a century ago, I was 
admitted to the fellowship, and I recall with what 
simple heartiness he made me welcome. We had 
a number of friends in common, and " got on " 
together, as the phrase is, from the first. I cannot 
soon forget an early Saturday evening — perhaps 
my first — at the old House. I had come in late, 
tired from the treadmill of a morning paper, and 
wondering whether even the Century could give 
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me anything better than a long sleep at home 
would be. The doubt was soon resolved. Ward 
made room for me to join a group in which he 
and Homer Martin and Clarence King and East- 
man Johnson were gathered. Later, Stoddard 
joined us. We sat until the smoke-dimmed 
lights were turned down about us. As I went 
homeward, Miranda's line was singing in my 

heart : 

" Oh brave new world 
That has such people in it. ' ' 

I am tempted to speak of Ward as a typical 
Centurion, but really there is no such thing ; the 
conditions are too complex. But there are Century 
types, as the names I have just recited make 
plain enough, and Ward was one of the most 
satisfactory. He was extraordinarily interesting. 
He was shrewd in his judgments, penetrating, 
independent, and all his ideas had distinctness and 
a touch of distinction. They had a wide range, 
were expressed with candor and seemed to me the 
output of an unusually vigorous and unusually 
open mind. Not that he was without antipathies 
and prejudices. He had a working assortment of 
both ; but he did not parade the former as right- 
eous indignation or the latter as deliberate con- 
victions. He had a sort of detachment from 
them and treated them with a half-mocking 
respect. It was this habit of mind, in part, that 
made him in the words of an intimate friend, 



"good fun." There was no sophistication about 
him. He was " the thing itself " at work or at 
play. His talk and his conduct were, it seemed 
to me, like his art, sturdy, faithful, fine. 

One test of the Centurion he stood without 
the least doubt. He gave to, as he took from, 
the Club in all ways the very best practicable. He 
always manifested an unobtrusive but complete 
fidelity to the duties of the various offices to which 
he was chosen by his fellow-members. It was my 
fortune to serve with him for a number of years 
when we were elected to the Board of Managers 
and when we were ex-officio members. He rarely 
missed a meeting when he was in town, and what- 
ever he found to do he did with diligence and 
care and good sense and the utmost consideration 
of the interests of the Club. And at the meetings 
of the Club he was always ready to take the Chair 
when by chance it was vacant. Some of my 
pleasantest chats with him were on these occa- 
sions in that curious interval when the tellers 
were counting the monotonous ballots and the 
goodly company before us, sitting in cheerful 
patience, were like a living picture inviting his 
keen observations. The last of these occasions 
was in November a year ago, when, you will 
recall, there was a somewhat lively discussion of 
the rules of the Committee on Admissions. Ward 
was never more himself. Disease had laid its cruel 
hand upon him and he was sadly wasted, but the 



genial humor, the edged wit, the eager interest 
had not faded. 

" I think affliction may subdue the cheek 
But not take in the mind." 

It was the last time I saw him. I am glad to 
keep that picture, as doubtless many of you do, 
of the kind friend, the engaging companion, the 
gallant gentleman, the loyal Centurion in every 
fibre of him. 
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It is an honor for me as a sculptor to offer 
here my tribute of profound respect and admira- 
tion for the work of J ohn Quincy Adams Ward. 
His position among American sculptors is not 
merely commanding, but unique ; and I believe 
it will remain so. 

Broadly speaking, the entire history of Ameri- 
can sculpture is bound up within the span of his 
lifetime. He is the only American sculptor who 
may be regarded both as a pioneer in our art and 
as a modern leader. He alone could say of the 
whole drama, as thus far enacted, "All of it I saw, 
and part of it I was." In the fiery enthusiasm of 
his youth, he assisted Brown in the equestrian 
statue of Washington, with such success that 
Brown demanded that Ward's name, with his own, 
be carved upon the bronze base ; and there the 
gods may see it to-day, even if the public cannot. 
More than half a century later, we may behold 
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Mr. Ward, still the student, still the seeker, 
working with unabated ardor upon his own final 
masterpiece, ' the equestrian statue of General 
Hancock. 

But not alone from a chronological standpoint 
is his place among us to be considered as unique. 
The days of a man's years, whether more or less 
than the allotted " three score years and ten," 
are scarcely as important as the character of his 
service. Mr. Ward's distinctive service in our 
sculpture is not unlike that of Winslow Homer 
in our painting. The artistic expression of both 
these men is rugged, large, sincere ; it is techni- 
cally excellent ; most of all, it is as wholly Ameri- 
can and national as it is possible for any cultivated 
utterance to be, in a land whose art annals are 
still as short and simple as ours. 

The real and abiding value of Mr, Ward's 
contribution to our art is due to this : that he had 
a highly personal, fundamentally American, and 
extremely virile ideal as to what an American artist 
should be and do, — an ideal which he pursued 
to the end of his days, devoting to it all the gifts 
of his large nature, — imagination, love of beauty, 
sympathetic insight, sincerity, perseverance. 
Whatever his work, he never could bear not to 
do his best. 

In certain ways his ideal differed from that of 
his fellow-workers ; and this diiference helps to 
make his distinction. At a time when it was the 
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fashion for our sculptors to go abroad for training 
and inspiration, he remained here, and while 
practising his own art, he strove to develop on his 
native soil the allied arts of bronze casting and 
marble cutting. Thus in becoming a sculptor, he 
became also a master of all the technical processes 
connected with his chosen work. Young sculptors 
of the present generation can hardly realize the 
full sum of their indebtedness to him, even in the 
mere matter of the reproduction of their works in 
stone and bronze. They well know what they 
owe him for his later efforts in behalf of the 
National Sculpture Society, a body upon which he, 
as its first President, conferred the dignity and 
authority necessary to its usefulness, perhaps to its 
continued existence. Other men had conceived 
the idea, he fostered it. He did not need the 
Sculpture Society ; the Sculpture Society needed 
him, and he gave himself freely. 

The same generosity of spirit had character- 
ized him in those earlier days when the Farragut 
statue was first projected. Some of the committee 
wished to have Mr. Ward make this statue, others 
preferred Mr. Saint Gaudens, who was at that 
time at the very beginning of his career; Mr. 
Ward himself, then in the full maturity of his 
powers, helped to solve the problem by saying, 
" Give the young man a chance." 

Probably other men besides myself are to-day 
thankful to him for the candor and seriousness 
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with which he spoke to us of our work. He 
spoke to the point ; his words had a tang that 
made us think of them afterward; there is an 
ancient saying that the wounds of a friend are 
better than the kisses of an enemy. 

Let it not be supposed that because Mr. 
Ward did his work chiefly in his own country, 
he was at any time indifferent to or unacquainted 
with the true worth of foreign training and 
environment. On the contrary, he had a very just 
appreciation of such values. He kept himself 
posted. He always knew the "movement," even 
if he" did not choose or was not chosen to join it. 
He was always ready to listen to the "last cry" 
in foreign sculpture, in the hope that it might 
perhaps hold for him, as an American artist, some 
message of significance and truth. It was pre- 
cisely a gift of his, as an earnest seeker after truth, 
to " prove all things, and hold fast to that which 
is good." He scorned only the littlenesses, the 
aff^ectations, the insincerities. 

It is noteworthy that all of his work is strong 
in the very qualities that students seek to attain 
abroad, — I mean sure modelling, faultless ana- 
tomical construction, harmonious composition. 
Mr. Brownell's word "impeccable," applied to 
Paul Dubois, might well be bestowed on Mr. 
Ward also. 

Of the many works he has left behind him, 
perhaps those that make the widest appeal are 
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his Indian Hunter, his Shakespere, his Beecher, 
his Gen. Thomas, and above all the Washington 
in front of the New York Treasury Building. 
Each of these, in its own manner, is eloquent 
with his characteristically virile artistic quality. I 
believe that the very latest work of his lifetime, 
the equestrian statue of Hancock for Fairmount 
Park, Philadelphia, a work not as yet unveiled, 
will stand as one of the very finest examples of 
his achievement. Its large monumental impress- 
iveness has seldom been surpassed. And in these 
swift-moving times of ours, what an example to 
his fellow artists to live up to their highest ideals 
is his struggle throughout this enterprise ! 

In spite of advanced years and failing health, 
he worked with all his old-time strength of con- 
viction, all his passionate love for his art. 
Committees could not hurry him. His lifelong 
habit of doing his best was upon him. After 
the one-quarter size model had been completed, 
and the figure of the General finished in the full 
size, his declining health made it necessary to 
entrust the work of finishing the enlargement of 
the horse to a younger man, a sculptor of the 
highest rank. Mr. Ward had become too ill to 
supervise these final stages, but even then his 
solicitude was of the keenest. He had expressed 
a wish that Ij^should see the work. Two days 
before his farewell to us I went to him to tell him 
that the heroic model was completed, and that, to 
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my mind, this last equestrian statue of his was a 
masterpiece. The valley of the shadow was very 
near. His eyes were glazed with suflfering, and 
with the desire for the long sleep, yet his work 
was still in his thoughts. I shall not soon forget 
his look, when on hearing my words, he turned 
to his wife and murmured, "Now I can go in 
peace." 

I like to think of him, thus finding rest after 
strife ; and I would that every man of our craft 
might make so gallant a stand " all in the day's 
work," and afterward find so peaceful an ending. 



ADDRESS OF 
WILLIAM M. SLOANE 



There are some reasons why I should appear 
before you, my friends, on this occasion. Mr. 
Ward was of the same stock as my own ancestry 
and twenty years after him, in the same common- 
wealth, within a hundred miles of his birthplace, 
I was born. Moreover, for a time the two vice- 
presidents and the secretary of this Association 
were New Yorkers born in Ohio : we typified a 
certain movement of advance and recession 
whereby the metropolis selects what it can use. 
Whether this was or was not the cause of a lay- 
man's indefinite but real sympathy for the great 
initiated artist is unimportant, the sympathy and 
admiration for the man and his labors were genuine. 

Long ago it was said that the great affair of life 
is not work but play. Utility and necessity are 
imperative and binding; the highest play is 
ennobling. When the first modern men began to 
analyze the reasons for this undoubted fact it was 
the amateur, the man of feeling, who discovered 
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that alike in poetry and in painting, the absent 
was made present, aspiration was brought into 
human limits, and expressed in terms that charmed. 
Furthermore, the philosopher discovered that in 
all forms of representation, the major fine arts and 
those ancillary to them, there was a common store 
of material that had no utility, no practical value, 
but which furnished the motive power, the interest 
and the expression of the purest soul life. Then 
came the critic and set forth a certain set of rules 
for the fine arts, valid in all, more essential in- turn 
to each, some peculiar to each. Thus the world 
secured a body of men, endowed by nature, trained 
by education, inspired by genius, who were to 
show us the creative mastery in all and each of these 
higher arts. These men are the chosen few who 
compel homage, who rise beyond rule each in his 
own personality. For that transcendent gift which 
we call genius, no critic has ever been able to do 
more than to describe it. But the world feels it. 
Endowed with this rare quality was Ward. Its 
productions are the inheritance of the nation but 
the expression of it in his person was not for the 
profane, it was ours. The inner shrine of his 
genius was in his studio and here. Though he 
has passed into the splendid and illustrious com- 
munity of our dead, there is not one of us but 
can make him present to the eye of our memory 
and imagination, here and now at this table, 
where he so often sat and stood. He was a fine 
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figure of an American, vigorous and supple in his 
frame, in later years a trifle bowed, but always 
erect in spirit and self-reliant in bearing. His 
brow was massive, his eyes keen and observant, 
his nostrils full and broad, and there was a play 
around his mouth and in his chin which argued 
the nervous readiness of a man able to uphold 
the beliefs which he held. Perhaps of all his 
limbs his arms and particularly his hands were 
the most characteristic, the hands that obey the 
behests of the mind but give limit and propor- 
tion to its ideals. 

For me it is rash and impertinent to speak of 
his art, but the modest layman, though he may 
not pass within the vail, may at least enter the 
forecourt and record his emotions. The history 
of sculpture in its largest outline is an oscillation 
between the suggestion to the beholder of indefi- 
nite emotions and the expression by limit and 
proportion of objective perfection. The orient 
had its Cyclopean, heroic masses, its promise of 
form, its subjective, impressional, intentional mes- 
sage of the beyond. By ages of struggle and 
effort there was evolved the statue in the round 
which can be grasped in all its beauty by secular 
minds : definite, typical, balanced, complete. It 
was a long journey from the Memnon to the 
Hermes. From the Greeks to the Americans is 
another evolution. Within it there is the low 
relief and the high, the grotesque and the monu- 
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mental, the mechanical and the sentimental. But 
the sculpture of sensibility has mainly harked to 
the classical, though we are again feeling the 
influences of the romantic and even of the oriental 
in a strange eclecticism which seeks to combine 
both. Ward knew nothing of European studios 
during his formative period, nor of the Greek 
statues in their originals. What reading and the 
study of casts could do he did not disdain and 
in the main his influences were classical. But 
though familiar with the rules of his craft and 
obedient to them, when he transcended them it 
was with a singularly independent power. His 
work is objective to the highest degree and he is 
himself in it to address an audience which under- 
stands, to excite emotions that are not feigned, 
to arouse aspirations which may be realized. 
The ideals he cherished were alien to those of 
his own guild, perhaps, but they were his own. 
He failed mostly in the heroic monumental be- 
cause his art was not subjective ; but in the pure 
statuesque, in breadth and scale, he was a prophet 
with a message which the beholder grasps. 

It is a sane and rugged man that we honour 
now as we did then : a man of feeling and 
passion, of impatience and combativeness, of 
aspiration and obstinacy — a man like most of us 
in daily life; a reasonable man with whom contact 
was good because there was reciprocity of rela- 
tion. Both his knowledge and his sympathy 



were comprehensive and we felt ourselves within 
the pale as we talked. But there was a hard 
head and a heavy fist in the conversation : defence 
and parry were necessary, you were flattered in 
the consciousness that such an one as he would 
enter the lists of honour with you. The terror 
of democracy, with all its manifold virtue, is the 
fear of others' opinion. The noisy, insistent, 
self-assertion of mediocrity begets a great weari- 
ness in most choice spirits. Ward was the ideal 
citizen of our democracy in that though open to 
conviction he could not be silenced by the itera- 
tion of the cuckoo, qui parte toujours de lui. 

We cannot part, dear friends, without a word 
of tender remembrance for Ward's abounding gen- 
erosity. One of his great pupils who spent a few 
months in his studio said that he could recollect 
no master from whom he had learned so much in 
so short a time. He was not paternal, in one 
sense, to us of the younger generation, for he 
never patronized ; but he was Hke a father in the 
fulness of his provision for what we desired to 
receive. Opulent in symyathy, he lavished it : 
accurate in his many acquisitions, he put them at 
your service : with boundless experience of men 
and life, he was never didactic but he was always 
ready with instance and example. His was the 
full heart which from its own abundance stints 
nothing for the instruction and delight of friend, 
comrade, or even mere acquaintance. 



RESOLUTIONS 

ADOPTED BY 

THE CENTURY ASSOCIATION 

AT THE MONTHLY MEETING OF 
JUNE 4, 1910 

The Century Association desire to record 
their sense of the great loss they have sustained 
in the death of their First Vice-President, John 
QuiNCY Adams Ward. 

An artist of rich native endowment developed 
by three score years of work and steadfast study, 
as alert and curious at the close as at the opening 
of his long and successful career, his multiple 
memorial survives in the monumental work his 
hand wrought in various parts of the land. 

We who knew and loved him feel pride in 
tracing in his bountiful nature those virtues — 
devotion, courage, enlightened patriotism, fine 
independence and fidelity to high standards — 
which he embodied in his statues of illustrious 
men. 
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Those of his own craft recognize in him 
especially the union of extraordinary gifts with 
still more extraordinary artistic probity, that 
conscience du metier which admits no sacrifice of 
ideals, and gives and demands the best attainable 
service to art. 

To his fellow Centurions of whatever calling, 
he was the trusted, admirable and beloved com- 
panion, whose candor, penetrating wit, sturdy 
and acute judgment and wide knowledge and 
sympathy made precious his contribution to the 
life of the Club. 

His memory will long remain with us, and 
when the last of those who knew him and cher- 
ished hirn shall have passed away, it will survive 
in that Century tradition which grows from one 
generation to another of such noble souls. 



